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Content Warning


This is a story of dark Hucow erotic fiction, full of bondage, dub-con, non-con, medical play, and dark and disturbing themes that may be upsetting to some readers. This book is intended only for those eighteen and up. Please proceed with caution.
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I’m bound tightly to the frame, black leather straps biting into my flesh to hold me steady. I feel hands on my breasts, squeezing and kneading them as milk begins to flow freely. The relief is instant and overwhelming. My whole body shudders as the pressure eases. But it's not enough. I need more.

"Look how wet she is already," someone comments. "I don't think we'll need any lube."

I hear the sound of a zipper and then feel something hard pressing against my entrance. This is it. I'm finally going to get what I need.

The Boss grips my hips tightly and begins to push inside. The stretch burns but I welcome it, desperate for any kind of stimulation. He doesn't go slow or give me time to adjust. With one hard thrust, he buries himself to the hilt.

I scream silently, overwhelmed by the fullness. It hurts, but in the best way possible. My body is on fire, consumed by a mixture of pleasure and pain. I can feel every inch of him inside me, dominating my senses. The Boss's driving thrusts leave me breathless. As he moves with a powerful rhythm, my mind races with a mix of conflicting emotions. I wanted this, craved it even, but the reality of the act is overwhelming. The sensations are raw and primal, pushing me to the edge of my desires.

Time becomes a blur as the pleasure intensifies, engulfing me in its intoxicating embrace.

The faint smell of sweat and sex fills the room, mingling with the metallic scent of blood mixed with the musk. The Boss's grip tightens, his movements becoming more urgent. He slams into me, driving me into my restraints until they cut into my skin.

And then it happens. The climax hits me like a tidal wave, crashing through my body with an intensity I've never known before. Pleasure washes over me, leaving me in a state of euphoria. I gasp for air, my body trembling with the aftershocks of ecstasy. But he hasn't begun to finish. He keeps powering into me, his balls slapping against me as he bottoms out.

The Boss keeps pounding into me relentlessly, even as I'm still shaking from my intense orgasm. The overstimulation is almost too much to bear, but my body betrays me, responding eagerly to every thrust. I can hear the other men cheering him on, their voices a distant roar compared to the pulsing of blood in my ears.

"That's it, break her in good," one of them shouts.

"Show that cow what she's here for," another adds.

His thrusts become more erratic and I can tell he's close. With a final grunt, he slams into me one last time and I feel him pulsing inside me as he finishes. The warmth of his release triggers another climax and I shudder beneath him.

As he pulls out, I hear applause and cheering from the other men. I'd almost forgotten we had an audience. The Boss gives my ass a firm slap.

"Good girl, Bella," he says. "Who wants to go next?"

There's a chorus of eager voices and I feel someone else positioning themselves behind me. My body is hypersensitive but I welcome the next man eagerly. He pushes into me with no resistance, my pussy still slick from the Boss's release and my own arousal.

This one sets a brutal pace right from the start. His hips slap against my ass as he pounds into me mercilessly. The force of his thrusts rocks my whole body, making my breasts sway beneath me.

"Fuck, she's so responsive," he grunts. "Boss really did a number on her."

Suddenly, I feel hands on my breasts again, roughly squeezing and pinching. Milk sprays from my nipples, splattering onto the table.

“Hey, man, don’t waste the milk!” A voice shouts, and the next thing I know, a younger man is wriggling onto the table beneath me, his mouth clamping around my nipple, hot against my sensitive flesh, and I scream silently as he drinks. It sparks of pleasure through my body. I'm climbing towards another peak already, my nerves singing with sensation. A hand touches my clit, and I explode, my orgasm taking over me. I buck and writhe in my restraints, my eyes rolling back in my head as I’m lost to the pleasure.

The hand in my hair yanks my head back, arching my neck painfully as the man behind me continues his relentless pace. I can barely catch my breath between the sensations overwhelming my body.

"Look at her face," someone says. "She's loving every second of this."

And they're right. Despite the pain, despite the humiliation, my body is overrun with pleasure. Each thrust sends a rush through me, building towards another peak. The man at my breast switches to the other side, his tongue swirling around my nipple as he suckles greedily.

Suddenly, the man inside me stills, groaning as he reaches his climax. I feel the warm rush of his release joining the Boss's inside me. As he pulls out, I hear murmurs of appreciation from the crowd.

"Fuck, look how much she's leaking," the man drinking at my breast says as he pulls up, wiping his mouth on his sleeve.

"Best money we've ever spent," another chimes in.

"Clients will sign just for the chance for a turn."

“Who’s up next?”

“Me,” the harsh voice of the man who I spilled milk all over yesterday says, but others protest.

“You’re an intern. We go in sales order.”

“Don’t worry, I’m not interested in her pussy. I’ve got another spot to break in.”

His fingers drag through my soaking wet folds, gathering lubricant before he forces a single finger into my ass. My head ducks, and if I could whimper, I would.

“This bitch ruined my suit yesterday, I intend to teach her some manners.”

“Maybe that shock collar is a good idea,” the Boss murmurs.

“If we keep her on the frame when she’s being used or milked, we shouldn’t have any more problems.”

Another finger slides into my tight ring, forcing me wide in preparation for what’s about to come.

“Don’t worry, she’ll be on her best behavior once I’m through with her.

He rubs his hard cock against me, coating himself in my arousal and the leaking cum of the first two men to fuck me. That’s the extent of his courtesy though, because next thing I know, he’s forcing himself into my ass.

The pain is almost more than I can take as he forces his way into my tight opening. I try to scream but, of course, no sound comes out. My body tenses, instinctively trying to reject the intrusion. But there's nowhere for me to go, I’m so securely strapped down to the frame. The leather is rough against my skin, burning and chafing as I struggle against them.

"That's it, take it like the good little cow you are," he growls, pushing in deeper.

Tears spring to my eyes as he bottoms out. The stretch and burn is overwhelming. I've never felt so full, so utterly used. He doesn't give me time to adjust before he starts thrusting, each movement sending shockwaves of pain through my body as he builds a steady pace.

"Fuck, she's tight," he grunts. "This'll teach her."

As he picks up his pace, I feel hands on my breasts again. Someone starts milking me roughly, pinching and tugging at my nipples, and another hand snakes down to my clit.

“What are you doing?” the man on my back snaps, trying to knock away the hand.

“Teaching her pain can be pleasurable. You want an obedient little whore, right? One that gets off when she gets punished?”

That idea spurs him on, and he picks up the pace.

The fingers on my clit begin to rub in tight circles, sending jolts of pleasure through me despite the pain. My body responds against my will, arousal building once again. The man in my ass keeps up his punishing pace as I'm stimulated from multiple angles. I have no control as my body responds.

"Look at that, the little slut is getting off on this," someone says with a laugh.

“I think she likes getting it in the ass!”

It's true - the pain is starting to blur, my body alight with sensation. I can't deny the fire building inside me. Everything swirls together, becoming almost indistinguishable. Pain, pleasure, shame. My hips start to rock back against him of their own accord. I am nothing but a physical reaction swept up in overwhelming pleasure. The mix of sensations - the fullness in my ass, the rough hands on my breasts, the fingers on my clit - it's all too much.

The man behind me grabs my hips, slamming into me harder. "Take it, you fucking cow," he snarls.

With a few more brutal thrusts, he reaches his peak. He slams in deep one final time as he comes. The feeling of his release triggers my own climax. My whole body shakes as the orgasm rips through me, more intense than any before. I tighten down to a point, shuddering in the restraints as I come undone.

But he doesn’t pull out. Even once he’s done releasing inside me, he stays buried inside my ass, his fingers slipping down to my empty cunt. As soon as his fingers brush against the sensitive flesh, my hips roll of their own accord.

“You like having your ass stuffed full, cow?” a voice whispers in my ear, a hand around my throat. I’m putty in his hands, my toes curling. “Oh, she likes that.”

The hand on my throat tightens and my breathing quickens.

“Don’t let go,” the man in my ass says as he pulls out. There’s a series of sounds I don’t recognize, and then a huge plug is forced into my tight hole, expanding it further so I shudder through the burn of the intrusion. The hand on my throat tightens and I gasp, reveling in the feeling of control. Ice blue eyes appear in front of me, and his finger brushes against my nose ring ever so gently.

“Look at those eyes. Her pupils are full blown like she’s high as a kite.”

Someone rotates the plug in my ass, and I squirm. It hurts but it feels good at the same time.

“Who’s next?”
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A man immediately appears at my rear, his thighs pressing up against mine as he drags his length through my sopping wet folds, coating himself in my slick before teasing my entrance.

The new man teases my entrance, rubbing the head of his cock up and down my slit. I'm so sensitive after multiple orgasms that even this light touch has me trembling. He pushes just the tip inside before pulling back out again, repeating this torturous motion several times.

"Please," I try to beg, forgetting for a moment that I can't speak, my lips form the words but no sound comes out. My hips push back, seeking more contact.

"Look at her, she's desperate for it," someone laughs.

"Give the cow what she wants," another voice calls out.

Finally, mercifully, he thrusts all the way in with one smooth motion and my head falls back. I'm so wet there's barely any resistance. He sets a steady pace, not as rough as the others but deep and thorough. Each thrust rubs against my g-spot, sending sparks of pleasure through me. He sets a punishing pace, his hips slamming against my ass with each thrust. The force of it jostles the plug, sending shockwaves of sensation through me.

“Fuck, she’s so hot and wet,” he grunts.

His hands grip my hips bruisingly tight as he pounds into me. The room is filled with the obscene sounds of flesh slapping against flesh and the squelch of his cock plunging into my dripping pussy. I can hear the other men cheering him on, making crude comments about my body and how eagerly I'm taking it.

Someone grabs my hair, yanking my head back painfully. The new angle allows the man behind me to thrust even deeper. I feel so full, stretched to my limits with his cock in my pussy and the plug still firmly lodged in my ass.

"Look at her face," the man holding my hair says. "She's in fucking heaven. Like she was made for this."

And in this moment, I feel like I was. My body responds eagerly to every touch, every thrust. I'm lost in a haze of pleasure and pain, unable to distinguish between the two anymore. I'm climbing towards another peak rapidly, my walls clenching around the thick cock inside me.

"I think she's close again," the man fucking me grunts. "Should we let her come?"

"Make her earn it," someone suggests.

The man inside me stops thrusting abruptly, leaving me trembling on the edge of orgasm. I whine silently, desperate for more stimulation.

"Alright cow, if you want to come, you're going to have to work for it," he says, slapping my ass hard. "Show us how badly you want it."

Despite my restraints, I manage to rock my hips back against him, fucking myself on his cock as best I can. It's not enough, not nearly enough, but it's all I can do. I'm panting with exertion, sweat dripping down my body as I strain against the leather straps.

"Look at that greedy cunt go," someone laughs. "She really is just a fucktoy."

"Come on, put your back into it," the man behind me taunts, giving me another stinging slap.

I struggle against the restraints, desperately trying to fuck myself on his cock. I clench my inner walls, milking his cock as I grind against him. The plug in my ass shifts with each movement, spurring me onward. My muscles burn with the effort but I don't care - I need to come. I need it more than I've ever needed anything.

"That's it, show us what a good little cow you are," he grunts, finally starting to move his hips again to meet my thrusts.

The feel of his cock in my pussy and the plug in my ass has me climbing rapidly towards another peak now that he's moving. My whole body is trembling, covered in a sheen of sweat. I can feel my orgasm building, coiling tighter and tighter in my core.

Just as I'm about to tip over the edge, he pulls out completely. I whine silently, my hips still moving uselessly, seeking friction that isn't there.

"Not yet," he chuckles. "I'm not done with you, cow.”

He keeps me on edge, teasing me mercilessly. He'll thrust into me hard and fast for a few strokes, bringing me right to the brink, only to pull out again just before I can climax. Over and over he does this, until I'm a quivering, desperate mess.

Tears of frustration stream down my face. My whole body is taut as a bowstring, every nerve ending alive and screaming for release. I've lost all sense of time or place - there is only the maddening ache between my legs and the overwhelming need to come.

"Look how desperate she is," someone laughs.

Hands tighten in my hair, and a strong hand clamps onto my jaw, forcing my mouth open. Through tear-blurred vision, I see a cock being thrust towards my face.

“You wanna earn that orgasm? Be a good little cow and suck," a gruff voice says as he pushes past my lips.

The sudden intrusion in my mouth catches me off guard. I gag and sputter around the thick cock, struggling to breathe as it hits the back of my throat. Tears stream down my face as I fight my gag reflex. The man gripping my hair holds me in place, not letting me pull back.

The man in my pussy gives another tortuously slow roll of his hips.

“You come when he does,” he taunts.

I struggle to focus on pleasuring the cock in my mouth while my body trembles on the edge of release. The man fucking my face doesn't seem to care about my inexperience or discomfort - he thrusts roughly, hitting the back of my throat with each stroke. I gag and choke, tears streaming down my face, but I do my best to suck and use my tongue, sweeping over the hard flesh. My jaw aches as I stretch my lips around the thick shaft, trying to breathe through my nose.

Meanwhile, the man behind me continues his maddening teasing. He'll give me a few hard, deep thrusts that have me climbing rapidly towards orgasm, only to slow down or pull out entirely just as I'm about to tip over the edge. My pussy clenches desperately around nothing each time he withdraws.

"Look at her dripping all over the table," someone comments. "She's fucking soaked."

"Such an eager little slut," another adds.

The man fucking my pussy starts to pick up his pace again, his thrusts becoming more erratic. I can tell he's getting close. Hope flares in me - maybe I'll finally get my release. I redouble my efforts on the cock in my mouth, hollowing my cheeks and swirling my tongue as best I can.

"Fuck, her mouth feels amazing," the man in front of me groans. His hips start to move faster, fucking my face in earnest now. I'm caught between them, rocked back and forth by the force of their thrusts. The plug in my ass shifts with each movement, I’m spit roasted, full to bursting, every hole plugged, and I suddenly never want to lose this feeling. This sensation of fullness, of being used. I’m a Hucow, a slut, a toy.

I can tell they're both getting close. The man in my pussy grips my hips so tight I know I’ll be covered in bruises as he pounds into me.

The force of it rocks my whole body, pushing me further onto the cock in my mouth. I’m desperate to make him finish so I can finally reach my own climax. My jaw aches and my throat burns, but I don't let up. I swirl my tongue around the head, flicking the sensitive underside before taking him as deep as I can. The man fucking my face picks up his pace, thrusting roughly as he nears his climax. His grip on my hair tightens painfully as he slams into my throat. I struggle to breathe, choking and gagging around his cock. Tears stream down my face but I don't fight it.

"I'm close," the man fucking my face grunts. His grip on my hair tightens painfully as his thrusts become erratic. "Get ready, cow. You better swallow every drop."

His words send a thrill through me. I suck harder, desperate to please him, lost in my own need.

With a final groan, the man in front of me stills. His cock pulses on my tongue as he starts to come. I struggle to swallow, choking as his release floods my mouth. But I’m terrified to fail, terrified they’ll put out of me again, so I do as I’m told and keep swallowing, keep drinking in his release until he’s empty.

As soon as he pulls out, the man behind me grabs my hips and slams into me hard.

"Now cow, now you can come," he growls, leaning down to pinch my clit.

His punishing pace and the lingering taste of cum on my tongue push me over the edge. My orgasm crashes over me like a tidal wave, more intense than anything I've experienced yet. My whole body convulses, muscles clenching and unclenching as waves of pleasure roll through me. I scream silently, my mouth open in a soundless cry of ecstasy. I've lost all sense of time or self. I'm nothing but a vessel for their pleasure now, my own climaxes blurring together into one continuous haze,

The man behind me groans, his hips stuttering as he reaches his own climax. I feel the warmth of his release filling me, mixing with the cum of the men who came until I’m slumped beneath him, only held up by my restraints.

The men take turns with me for what feels like hours, using my body in every way imaginable. I lose count of how many times I'm penetrated, how many loads are pumped into me. My mind goes hazy, overwhelmed. I drift in and out of consciousness, lost in a fog of pain and pleasure. My body responds eagerly to every touch, craving more even as I'm pushed beyond my limits. And yet a part of me revels in it, embracing my new purpose.

Eventually, the Boss calls a halt. "Alright gentlemen, I think that's enough for now. We don't want to wear out our new toy on the first day."

There are some groans of disappointment, but the men begin to disperse. I feel utterly used, I’m leaking like a faucet between my legs, the thick plug still wedged in my ass. My muscles ache and I'm covered in sweat, milk, and various bodily fluids.

"Clean her up and put her back in the cage," the Boss orders. "Make sure she's fed and milked again before you leave for the day."

Rough hands undo my restraints and I collapse onto the table, unable to support myself on trembling limbs. I’m listless as someone lifts me and dumps my body unceremoniously on the ground over the grate in the floor. I lay still as I’m hosed down like a car, barely managing to close my eyes under the cold stream. I’m already dozing off as they drag me into my cage.


3


A harsh slap to my face wakes me up, a cruel yet familiar voice snapping at me.

“Bella, you lazy cow, get up!”

It takes me a moment to orient myself, and I get another swat for my trouble. I take several stumbling steps before I make it out of the cage, crawling over to the grate. I tremble as he stares at me, struggling to relax enough to make myself pee. The plug is still lodged in my ass, a horrible intrusion now that the sex is over, and it rubs awkwardly as I move.

Out of nowhere, he grabs my nose ring and uses it to make me look up at him, shivering as he stares me down until I urinate out of sheer fright. I stay frozen until he hoses me off again, and a sharp slap on my ass motivates me towards my feed bowl. The pellets seem to taste better as I lick them up, and I wonder if it’s because of all the energy I expended earlier today. I finish the bowl quicker than usual, and there’s no harsh words or cruel slaps to hurry me along. Instead a bucket is placed beneath my heavy breasts, and I gasp with relief as cold hands express the milk.

I would have thought it’d be impossible for me to get worked up again so soon, but before my left breast is empty, I’m moaning silently and wriggling, trying to find stimulation somewhere, anywhere.

“You see this, Caleb?” the nicer of the two asks, laughing. The man who’s suit I ruined and likes hitting me laughs, grabbing my nose ring again.

“You horny again, cow? You empty and need to be filled?”

My head bobs frantically and he laughs.

“Too bad, Bella. I got plans tonight, I don’t have time to stay here and fuck your horny ass senseless. You’ll just have to wait until morning.”

I try to plead, but it just gets me another slap, this time on my emptied breast. The pair quickly turns their attention back to milking me, but unlike last night, it’s not enough. After being so thoroughly used earlier, I need more. Soon enough, I’m empty, and the bastard locks my Chasity belt on before putting me back in my cage.

“When is the milking machine going to be here?”

“Tomorrow I think, or the next day.”

“Good.”

[image: image-placeholder]

Bright lights wake me. I’m sore all over, my body one giant battered bruise from the restraints. And still, I perk right up when the men walk in. It’s a smaller group this time, I recognize only the Boss and the cruel one named Caleb. I watch in amazement as they remove the conference table, instead rolling in a giant metal frame like the leather device that held me yesterday, only this one’s bigger and it seems to have moving parts. I don’t get a clear look because I’m being shooed over to the grate. The Boss scoffs as he sees my belt on, and orders it removed along with the plug. I sag in relief, and I use the bathroom like a good little cow. I’m hosed off again, but apparently breakfast isn’t on the agenda today.

At least not yet.

“Come on Bella,” the Boss orders, and when I’m not fast enough in making my way towards the device, I get spanked again.

“I’m telling you, we need a shock collar,” Caleb grumbles.

“Give her time. In a week if she’s still not responsive enough, we can talk about it.”

A block is raised under my belly until my weight is fully supported, my hips lifted up off the ground so they’re higher than my head, my ass angled in the air. They clip my collar so my head is fixed in place, though I can turn side to side. My legs are spread wide and chains buckled around my knees, and they lock my wrists in place below my head. My heavy breasts hang below, unsupported and swinging freely. The next thing I know, two rubbery cups are being attached to my heavy teats, and there’s a hydraulic hiss before the pumps kick in.

It’s a milking machine. It drains my breasts in half the time, and leaves me writhing, squirming with desire.

“Look at the little slut. I thought she’d be too spent after yesterday. Well, Calvin, you just got back from out of town. You want to take the first ride?”

“Yes, sir, I do,” Calvin says, and the sound of a zipper fills me with joy as he steps up behind me. His hand touches my clit, and I roll my hips immediately, begging for more.

“Shoo, I barely touched her and she’s soaked. She don’t need much prep, do she?”

“No, our Bella’s quite the little slut. She’ll take care of you.”

Calvin wastes no time, lining himself up and pushing into me with one smooth thrust. I gasp silently at the sudden intrusion, my body welcoming him eagerly despite my soreness. He sets a steady pace, his hands gripping my hips as he pounds into me from behind. I buck underneath him as much as my restraints will allow.

"Fuck, she feels amazing," he groans. "So tight and wet."

The milking machine continues to work as Calvin fucks me, the sensation both too much and not enough. My breasts sway with each thrust, milk spraying into the collection tubes below. I'm lost in a haze of pleasure, my body responding instinctively to every touch.

"That's it, take it like a good little cow," Calvin grunts, picking up his pace.

I can hear the other men moving around, talking and laughing as they watch. Some are stroking themselves through their pants, others are pulling out their own dicks, eagerly awaiting their turn.

Caleb comes around to my face, jerking painfully on my nose ring again so I stare up at him. He forces me to maintain eye contact, his own hand stroking up and down his shaft as he works himself to an orgasm. I can’t look away, those cruel eyes staring down into my soul. His pace quickens, along with the thrusting of the man inside me. Caleb's grip tightens on himself as his fingers move rapidly, his breath coming in ragged gasps. With a guttural groan, he releases his pleasure, painting my face with thick ropes of hot cum. It lands in messy splatters on my cheeks, my forehead, and begins to drip down my chin as he covers me. Caleb watches with a satisfied smirk as his seed continues to trickle down my face, leaving a sticky trail in its wake.

The sight must push the man behind me over the edge because Calvin's pace becomes frantic, his fingers digging painfully into my hips as he pounds into me. With a final, deep thrust, he stills, groaning loudly as he empties himself inside me. The warmth of his release triggers my own climax and I shudder beneath him, my inner walls clenching around his cock as waves of pleasure wash over me.

As Calvin pulls out, I feel his cum dripping down my thighs, mixing with my own arousal. But I'm given no time to recover before another man takes his place.

"My turn," a gruff voice says, and I feel the head of another cock pressing against my entrance.

This man is rougher, slamming into me with no preamble. His thrusts are hard and fast, each one jolting my whole body. The milking machine continues its suction on my breasts, but I’m empty now, and its starting to hurt. I thrash helplessly before the Boss takes notice, and the milking tubes are removed. I sag, limp, as the man continues to mount me like the fucktoy I am, my energy drained much like my milk. He powers into me, slamming me into the leather straps holding me in place. I don’t think I have it in me to come again, but soon I feel it start to build, rising higher and higher with the force of his bruising thrusts.

Someone pinches my nipples and it’s all I take, I come with a silent scream, my whole body shuddering as I clamp down on the cock inside me. That’s all he needs before he’s painting my insides with thick, hot spurts of seed, roaring out his climax.

He finally pulls out, leaving me leaking like a faucet once more.

I expect the Boss to mount me next, or to be cleaned up and put back in my cage, but neither of those things happen.

“Leave her on the rack. She should need milked again in about two hours, and then Mr. Hanover should be here from the Delta Corporation. I’d like him to see firsthand the benefits of signing with us.”
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Being left like this, dirty and well used, should have left me feeling ashamed or humiliated, but I just feel empty and alone. I perk right up when someone comes in to turn the milking machine on, but I just get a pat on the head before he leaves, leaving me at the mercy of my own desire. By the time my breasts are empty, I’m desperate and aching, my hips rolling of their own accord as I look for friction. But there is none to be found.

My body aches from being held in the same position for so long, but I can't move. The dried cum on my face is itchy and uncomfortable. I’m hyperaware of every sensation - the cool air on my exposed skin, the leather straps digging into my flesh, the emptiness between my legs.

Finally, I hear voices approaching and hope fills me. The door opens and several men enter, their footsteps echoing in the room. My ears perk up and I try to turn my head to see.

"As you can see, Mr. Hanover, we spare no expense when it comes to keeping our employees satisfied," the Boss's voice rings out. "This is Bella, our newest acquisition. She's been quite popular already. She's been specially modified to produce high quality milk, and serve other purposes as well."

I turn my head as much as the restraints allow, seeing the Boss standing with an older man in an expensive-looking suit. The stranger - Mr. Hanover, I assume - eyes me with obvious interest.

"Fascinating," he says, circling around to get a better look at me, and then a hand settles on my ass, squeezing roughly. "Impressive setup you have here. And she's fully compliant?"

"Oh yes, Bella here is a perfect little toy," the Boss says proudly. "She's eager to please and will do anything she's told. Would you like a demonstration?"

Mr. Hanover nods, his eyes roaming over my restrained form hungrily.

"Bella, show Mr. Hanover how much you want his cock," the Boss orders.

Instinctively, I arch my back as much as the restraints allow, pushing my hips back invitingly. My head falls back so I can beg with my eyes, trying to convey my desperation.

"My, she is eager," Mr. Hanover chuckles. "And you say she produces milk as well?"

"Indeed. We just finished her morning milking, but she'll be ready for another round soon. The modifications we've made ensure high production."

The Boss moves behind me, his hand sliding between my legs. I push back against him eagerly, desperate for stimulation after being left alone for so long.

"You see how wet she is? Always ready for use," the Boss says, his fingers teasing my entrance. "Bella is an excellent stress reliever for our hardworking employees. And of course, any of our partners as well.”

“Is that so?”

“The only thing we require is use of a condom if you haven’t had a recent health screening. We need to keep Bella healthy.”

“No concern of pregnancy?” Mr. Hanover asks, he’s come around to my front, his fingers picking at the dried seed on my face before he fingers my nose ring.

“Her feed is laced with birth control so she’s always ready and available.”

The Boss pinches at my clit so I drive my head into his hands eagerly.

“I’ll show you how she likes to be fucked, and then you’re welcome to take a turn yourself… after you sign, of course,” the Boss says right before he slips his dick inside. I shudder with delight, finally feeling complete. The sense of emptiness was just too wrong.

He gives a few shallow thrusts and I’m writhing, putty in his hands. Hanover tightens his grip on my face, forcing me to look up at him.

“Bella, show Mr. Hanover how badly you want him to fuck you. You want him to fill this pretty pussy so you’re leaking his seed, don’t you?”

My hips roll and buck, and I fuck myself on the Boss’s cock with everything I have. He sets a punishing pace, his hips slamming against me with each thrust. I eagerly push back to meet him, desperate for more. Mr. Hanover watches intently, his eyes roaming over my body as I'm used. I can see the growing bulge in his expensive trousers as he takes in the sight before him. The Boss's hands grip my hips tightly, pulling me back to meet each thrust.

"As you can see, she's quite responsive," the Boss grunts. "Always eager for more."

“She’s awful quiet, but she’s clearly into it.”

“We had her vocal cords severed. Can’t have her moaning through the whole office.”

He reaches around to pinch my clit and I shudder, a silent moan escaping my open mouth. My eyes roll back in pleasure as I feel my orgasm building rapidly.

"Does she come easily?" Mr. Hanover asks, his voice husky with arousal.

"Oh yes," the Boss chuckles. "Watch this."

He increases his pace, pounding into me relentlessly while rubbing tight circles on my clit. It only takes a few more seconds before I'm coming undone, my whole body shaking. The Boss leans over my back, his hand still on my clit and his free hand squeezing my half full breast, forcing out a spurt of milk.

I detonate, my body going rigid as I strain against the straps, my inner walls clenching down to milk his cock until he releases inside of me with a groan. But he doesn’t pull out even as he finishes, thrusting again as I ride out the aftershocks.

“The more cock she gets, the more she wants,” he grunts and I nod my head even as I’m held tight. Mr. Hanover releases me, taking a step back.

“Where do I sign?”

Caleb immediately appears with pen and paper. The Boss pulls out of me, sticky liquid raining down my thighs as he spills out of me. It takes entirely too long for Mr. Hanover to finish filling out the paperwork, and I’m silently whining by the time he’s done.

“See,” the Boss laughs, gesturing at my gaping core as I lift my hips for them. “She wants you to fuck her. Don’t you Bella, you want Mr. Hanover to fill you up, don’t you?”

I nod eagerly.

“Well, we certainly can’t disappoint her, now can we?” Hanover says, just as eagerly as he steps behind me. His hands tremble as they touch me, or maybe that’s me, I can’t tell. He spreads my cheeks wide, feeling the globes of my ass.

“How does she feel about having her ass fucked?” he asks, and I push my hips back into his hands.

“Does that answer your question?” the Boss says with a laugh. “She’s eager to have any hole filled.”

Mr. Hanover chuckles, his fingers probing at my puckered rear entrance. "I think I'd like to try this one, if you don't mind."

"By all means," the Boss says. "Bella loves taking it up the ass, don't you girl?"

I nod eagerly, pushing back against Mr. Hanover's exploring fingers. He grunts in approval, removing his hand momentarily. I hear the sound of a zipper and rustling fabric as he frees himself from his expensive trousers.

“We just ask that you use some of that slick there as lubricant, we wouldn’t want to damage the merchandise,” the Boss orders, and Hanover eagerly drags his sheathed cock through my sopping wet folds, coating himself in my arousal. I feel the blunt head of his cock pressing against me and I try to relax, eager to please him. He pushes in slowly, giving me time to adjust to the intrusion. The stretch burns but in the most delicious way. I silently moan as he sinks deeper, filling me completely.

"Fuck, she's tight," Hanover grunts, gripping my hips as he pushes again.

I try to relax, to open myself up for him. The Boss comes around to my front, grabbing my chin and forcing me to look up at him.

"That's it, Bella. Take it like a good little cow," he says, his tone both mocking and proud.

I push back against him eagerly, wanting more. The initial discomfort quickly fades, replaced by a deep, satisfying fullness. Mr. Hanover picks up his pace, emboldened by my enthusiasm. His thrusts become harder, faster, each one jolting my whole body.

"Show Mr. Hanover how much you love being used,” Caleb taunts.

He starts to really move, building up a steady rhythm. Each thrust sends jolts of pleasure through me. I push back against him, taking him as deep as I can. I’m tossed around in my restraints like a ship in a storm, at the mercy of these men.

Mr. Hanover drives into me like he has no other purpose in life, his grip on my hips bruising as he uses me for his pleasure. The fullness in my ass combined with the lingering sensitivity from my earlier orgasms has me climbing towards another precipice rapidly. I push back against him eagerly, silently begging for more like a good girl.

The initial discomfort has faded, replaced by an intense fullness that sends waves of pleasure through my body.

The Boss chuckles, moving around to my front again. He grabs my chin, forcing me to look up at him as Mr. Hanover continues to pound into my ass. "You want to come again, don't you Bella? Show Mr. Hanover how well you can multitask. Open up,” he orders.

I don’t hesitate, opening my mouth as wide as I can. The Boss wastes no time, shoving his cock past my lips and down my throat. I gag reflexively but quickly adjust, relaxing my throat to accommodate him. He begins to thrust, fucking my face in time with Mr. Hanover's movements inside me. I try to pull away as he hits the back of my throat, but his hands tighten in my hair in a vise grip. For the first time, there’s anger in him, and I know I’ll pay for this tiny infraction later. I'm trapped between them, rocked back and forth by the force of their thrusts, and I’m lost in a spiral of pleasure and pain.

Mr. Hanover's pace becomes frantic, his grip on my hips tightening as he nears his climax. "Fuck, I'm close," he grunts. With a final, deep thrust, he stills, groaning loudly as he empties himself into the condom. The feeling of his pulsing cock in my ass combined with the Boss's rough use of my mouth pushes me over the edge.

My body convulses as another intense orgasm rips through me. My inner walls clench and spasm around Mr. Hanover's cock as waves of pleasure wash over me. The Boss doesn't let up, continuing to fuck my face through my climax. Tears stream down my cheeks as I struggle to breathe around his thick shaft.

As Mr. Hanover pulls out, I feel suddenly empty. But I have no time to dwell on it as the Boss picks up his pace, thrusting harder and deeper down my throat. Tears stream down my face as I struggle to breathe around his thick shaft. Just when I think I can't take anymore, he pulls out, leaving me gasping for air.

"Open wide, cow," he orders, stroking himself rapidly. I comply immediately, sticking out my tongue as he aims at my face. With a grunt, he paints my features with his release, thick ropes of cum landing on my cheeks and nose. I have to close my eyes as thick blobs land on my lashes, and it’s hard to open them again, the salty cum almost gluing them shut. I lay limp on the frame, little aftershocks pulsing through me until a hand squeezes at my breast roughly.

“She’s full again. Would you like to see her milked?” the Boss asks.

“Yes, indeed, I would,” Hanover says.

I lay there listlessly as the suction cups are attached again, and there’s a whirring noise as the machine comes to life. I watch through slitted eyelids as the Boss portions out a glass for Mr. Hanover, and a strange flush spreads through me as they drink my milk. I practically gush between my legs.

“Oh boss, I think she liked that,” Caleb says.
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Four Weeks Later


“Good morning, Bella. Did you sleep well?”

I’m up the moment the question is asked, eagerly waiting at the door to my cage. If I’m not fast enough, the collar shocks me, and then I have to earn my first orgasm of the day by getting milked without getting fucked. I hate that.

As soon as the door is unlocked, I put my head into Caleb’s waiting hands so he can hold my nose ring as he looks me over to make sure I behaved myself over night. I flinch as his hand goes to the remote and panic floods me, wondering what I’ve done wrong now.

He gives me a wicked grin.

“Good cow, you know what the remote means. You better do your business quickly. I’d hate to have to shock you into it.”

I trot obediently over to the grate, kneeling to relieve myself. I meet his stare even though its hard until I’m done, the smell and hiss of urine strong. Then I turn around, giving him my backside so he can spray me down. He leaves the hose on a long time this morning, until I’m squirming under it.

“You’re such a dirty cow, Bella,” he admonishes when he finally turns it off. “You have to look your best, we’re having special guests today.”

Caleb is quick about feeding me, and then he loads me into the frame where I’ll spend my day being milked and fucked by the whole office staff. I wonder who the guests are.

I groan as he attaches the milk cups, and he fingers me roughly until I’m good and worked up, but he doesn’t start the machine, and he doesn’t fuck me, much to my dismay. Instead he holds up a plug and a long silicone cock for me to see.

“You want to be a good girl, right, Bella? You want to be a good cow?”

I nod eagerly.

“I want you to fuck yourself on these. We want to know if you can make yourself come.”

Caleb steps to my exposes rear, rubbing both items against my aching core until they’re covered in my arousal. He slips the big cock inside, making my eyes roll back in my head. The plug isn’t nearly as pleasurable, the stretch burning before he it dulls into a comfortable fullness.

Then he returns, with a metal blindfold in his hands, that he slips over my head, sealing me in darkness. I whine, flinging my head about in protest.

A shock comes in an instant and I whimper, going still.

“Dumb slut,” he mutters. “You just be good, and see if you can climax.”

I hear the door shut before I do as I’m told.

I strain against my restraints, desperately trying to gain some friction as I clench around the toys inside me. The darkness from the blindfold is disorienting, leaving me hyper-aware of everything. I rock my hips as much as I can, grinding against the frame that holds me. The large dildo inside me feels good, but without being able to move it or thrust against it, it's not enough stimulation. I work my inner muscles, squeezing and releasing around the intrusion, hoping the friction will be enough. The plug shifts inside me with each movement, sending sparks of pleasure through my body. My breasts sway heavily beneath me, still full and aching to be milked. The dual sensations of fullness and need drive me wild. I writhe against my bonds, chasing my pleasure desperately.

But it's not enough. No matter how I move, I can't get the angle or pressure I need. Frustration builds and time loses all meaning as I focus solely on chasing my release. I don't know how long I've been at it - minutes? Hours? My jaw aches from clenching, my thighs trembling with exertion. Just when I think I might be getting close, the door opens.

"Well, well. Look at our eager little cow," a familiar voice says. The Boss. "Has she managed to come yet?"

"Not that I can tell," Caleb replies.

"As you can see, gentlemen, our Bella here is always eager and ready for use," I hear the Boss say. "We've had her warming herself up this morning in preparation for your visit."

There are murmurs of appreciation from the newcomers. I push my hips back, silently begging for attention.

"My, she is enthusiastic," an unfamiliar voice says, and hands land on me. I flinch instinctively, not used to not being able to see where they’re coming from. “Jumpy though.”

“The blindfold is new for her, as is leaving her alone with the toys.”

I tremble as unseen hands roam over my body, exploring and probing. Without my sight, every touch feels amplified. I push back eagerly into their hands, desperate for more stimulation after being left on edge for so long.

"She's soaked," one of the men comments, fingers probing at my entrance around the dildo. "How long has she been like this?"

"Oh, a couple hours at least," Caleb replies casually. "We wanted to see if she could get herself off. Clearly she needs a bit more... assistance."

There are chuckles from the group. I feel the dildo being slowly pulled out of me and I whine silently at the loss. But then I feel the blunt head of a real cock pressing against me and I eagerly push back, taking him in one smooth thrust.

"Fuck, she's tight," the man grunts as he drives into me. “You say she’s well used?”

“Very. Bella’s fucked and milked multiple times a day. She can’t get enough.”

I roll my hips, proving his point for him as I seek the release I so badly need. I shiver and push into the contact, desperate for more stimulation after being left on edge for so long.

"And you say she produces milk as well?" another new voice asks.

"Indeed. Bella, it's time for your morning milking. Show our guests how eager you are," the Boss commands.

I arch my back like a good cow, pushing my heavy breasts forward as much as my restraints allow. I hear the whir of the milking machine starting up and then feel the suction on my nipples. I moan silently in relief as the milk begins to flow.

"Fascinating," one of the guests says. "And she enjoys this?"

"Oh yes," Caleb chuckles. "Watch."

Suddenly, I feel fingers on my clit, rubbing in tight circles. I come like a Calvary charge. The man fucking me has barely started, but after being left wanting for so long, its all I need. The orgasm rolls over me like a tornado, sweeping up every thought and feeling in its wake.

The man behind me curses as I clamp down around him, my inner walls pulsing with my climax. He grips my hips tightly, holding still as I shudder through the intense orgasm. I convulse in my restraints, my inner walls clenching rhythmically around the cock inside me as waves of pleasure crash over my body. The milking machine continues its relentless suction on my breasts, prolonging my climax. I'm lost in a haze of ecstasy, my mind blank except for the overwhelming sensations.

"Impressive," one of the guests comments. "And she's always this responsive?"

"Always," the Boss confirms proudly. "Bella here is insatiable. The more she's used, the more she craves it."

The man inside me starts to move again, thrusting deep and hard. My oversensitive body trembles, caught between pleasure and overstimulation. The milking machine continues its steady rhythm, drawing out my milk as I'm fucked.

"How many times a day do you milk her?" another guest asks.

"Four to six times, depending on her production levels," Caleb explains. "And she's fucked at least as often, if not more. Our employees find her to be an excellent stress reliever."

The man fucking me picks up his pace, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he nears his climax. I push back against him eagerly, already climbing towards another peak. The constant stimulation from the milking machine combined with the cock pounding into me has me trembling on the edge.

"Does she ever get sore or tired?" one of the guests asks curiously.

"Occasionally," the Boss admits. "But that's what the frame is for. Even if she's exhausted, we can keep her available for use. And her feed is specially formulated to keep her energy levels up and her libido high."

The man behind me groans loudly, his hips stuttering as he approaches his own climax.

"I think she's going to come again," the man grunts, his fingers digging into my hips.

"Go ahead, Bella," the Boss encourages. "Show our guests how much you love being used."

That's all it takes. I detonate again, my body convulsing as another intense orgasm rips through me. I clench down hard around the cock inside me, milking him for all he's worth. With a final, deep thrust, he stills, groaning loudly as he empties himself inside me, painting my insides. The lack of a condom floats through my brain, and the thought is gone against just as quickly, lost in a sea of pleasure.

As the man finishes inside me, I'm still shaking from the intensity of my second orgasm. My legs tremble and I sag against my restraints, utterly spent. But I know my day is far from over.

The cock slips out of me and I feel warm cum dripping down my thighs. Before I can catch my breath, I feel hands on me again, repositioning me slightly.

"Who's next?" the Boss asks cheerfully. "We've got all her holes available, gentlemen."

There's a shuffling of feet and murmured discussion before I feel another presence behind me. Hands grip my hips and I brace myself for another fucking. But instead of entering my pussy, I feel pressure against my ass.

"Oh, you want to try that hole?" Caleb says. "Good choice. Bella loves getting fucked in the ass, don't you girl?"

I nod my head so hard that the nose ring smacks against the metal blindfold, the tiny clink sounding through the room. Fingers slip inside my tight ring and I groan noiselessly as he stretches me, getting me ready for his cock.

"How long can she go like this?" one of the guests asks, sounding both impressed and slightly concerned.

"As long as we need her to," the Boss replies proudly. "Her stamina is quite remarkable. It’s taken some time to get her to this point, but we've had her in use for up to twelve hours straight before."

That’s all the warning I get before the fingers are removed and the largest cock I’ve had yet slides into my ass. A scream tears from my throat, but it’s silent and my eyes roll back in my head at the burning stretch. I struggle underneath him as my body fights to adjust to his enormous size.

The collar shocks me and I relax instantly, going limp under him so he can slide all the way in.

“That’s a good cow,” Caleb praises, though I hear the malice in it. “Just takes her a minute sometimes.”

“Fuck, she’s so tight even after all this use,” the man groans as he picks up speed. “How?”

“She was specially designed for this very purpose,” the Boss says proudly.

This man wastes no time, slamming into me hard and fast. The force of his thrusts rocks my whole body, making my breasts sway beneath me despite the suction cups still attached. I moan silently.

"As you can see, gentlemen, Bella is always ready for more," the Boss says proudly. "No matter how many times she comes, she's always eager for the next cock."

I feel hands on my breasts, squeezing and kneading even as the machine works. The feelings of being milked and fucked have me climbing rapidly towards another peak like always. I push back eagerly against the man behind me, silently begging for more now that my body has grown use to accommodating his cock.

"Look at her go," one of the men chuckles. "She really can't get enough, can she?"

“No, she can’t. She’ll take two cocks at once, too. You want her to suck you off?” Caleb offers.

“No, thank you. I’ll wait for my turn at that cunt.”

He doesn’t have to wait long. In no time at all, his partner dumps a load of seed into my ass, so quick I don’t get to climax. I buck in protest as he eases himself out, his cum dripping down my thighs, but he just laughs, spanking my ass hard.

“Such a little slut,” he taunts.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of that,” the next man says. There’s shuffling as they change places.

He wastes no time, sliding into my dripping pussy with one smooth thrust. I moan silently in relief, grateful to be filled again. He sets a punishing pace right from the start, his hips slamming against me with each thrust. The force of it rocks my whole body, making my breasts sway beneath me despite the suction cups still attached.

"Fuck, she feels amazing," he grunts. "So hot and tight."

Hands grab my hair, yanking my head back painfully. "You like that, don't you cow? You love being used like the fucktoy you are."

I nod eagerly even as the man’s grip tightens on my face.

Different hands grab my hips, pulling me back to meet each thrust. The angle changes slightly and suddenly he's hitting my g-spot with every stroke. I writhe in my restraints, pleasure building rapidly. The constant stimulation from the milking machine combined with the relentless pounding has me climbing towards another peak embarrassingly fast. My whole body tingles with pleasure.

The fingers on my face probe at my mouth, forcing it open. They push past my lips, and I taste my own arousal as he feed it to me.

“Suck,” he commands, and I obey, sucking on his fingers like they were a cock until they’re clean. He pulls them free, thumbing at my nose ring.

“What a good slut,” he praises, and warmth spreads through me. My hips buck wildly.

"I think she's close again," Caleb comments, sounding amused.

“Not just yet, cow,” the man on my back picks up the pace, the force of his thrusts driving me up off the frame and into the restraints. Each pulse sends shockwaves of pleasure through my body, building the tension inside me higher and higher, but someone unhooks the milking machine, and it’s like a bucket of cold water.

"Not yet," he growls, his grip on my hips tightening painfully. "You come when I say you can come."

He continues his merciless assault on my pussy, hitting all the right spots but never quite enough to push me over the edge. I writhe beneath him, desperate for release. Tears of frustration leak from beneath the blindfold as I'm held in this exquisite torture.

"Look at her," one of the men laughs. "She's begging for it."

"Should we let her come?" another asks.

"Not yet," the Boss says. "Let's see how long he can draw it out."

“I like a challenge,” he says, slowing his thrusts until they’re shallow, barely there, just teasing.

I'm trembling on the edge of orgasm, so close, but he keeps me hovering just on the brink. His fingers tighten in my hair, yanking my head back painfully. "That's it, take it like the good little fucktoy you are," he grunts, his thrusts becoming even slower, but deeper. He’s filling me up, but not giving me what I need.

I’m a quivering mess. Mindless with need. Moaning and writhing when he suddenly picks up the pace.

I can tell he's getting close, his rhythm faltering slightly. His grip on my hips tightens, fingers digging into the skin, his nails drawing blood, leaving little half moon marks on my flesh as he bottoms out. He begins to empty into me, filling my pussy to the brim when he manages to pry one hand loose from his tight grip, coming down to pinch my clit.

I come on a silent scream as I shatter, falling apart around him like I never have before. My whole body convulses as I clamp down around him, wringing every last drop of cum and pleasure from his cock until I’m filled to bursting. Wave after wave of ecstasy crashes over me, leaving me trembling and gasping for air. My mind goes blank, consumed by the intensity of my orgasm. I'm vaguely aware of the man behind me groaning as he finishes, but I'm lost in my own pleasure.

As the aftershocks roll through me, I slump against my restraints, utterly spent. My legs shake uncontrollably and I can feel a mixture of his release and my own arousal dripping down my thighs.

"Now that's what I call a climax," one of the men laughs.

"Indeed," the Boss agrees. "So do we have a deal, gentlemen?”

“I want her waiting and eager for us anytime we stop by,” the man who just pulled out of me says. Caleb laughs and pinches my breast, forcing me to roll my hips and present automatically.

“That, gentlemen, won’t be a problem.”

I'm rewarded with a harsh slap on my ass and I sink into sleep.
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Five Years Later


I'm the company's secret weapon. They use me to close every deal. I get better as time goes on. I learn how every employee likes it. Who I need to beg, and who I need to hold my climax as long as possible so they fuck me harder. I learn to like my ass being slapped, I love watching them drink my milk, and my favorite is when they feed my own taste back to me on their cocks. I'm the prized possession of the firm. Different clients have kinks they want to try, and I'm a good girl. I do as I'm told. Mr. Hanover's son came of age last year, and he likes to lead me around by my nose ring until I'm exhausted before he fucks me. Even when Caleb uses my shock collar, he always fucks me afterwards so good I forget the pain. Every day is a new adventure in pleasure. I couldn't imagine a better life than this.

THE END


Get Your Free Book


Cheralee started out writing The Hucow Ranch, and has branched into other realms of taboo and erotica. You can sign up for her newsletter and get a free novella from the Pleasure Pointe series. 



The Ranch Series


In a future where women are nothing more than property, society has replaced prisons with the Hucow Ranch: a place where they transform women into livestock for breeding and milking.


The Volunteer Hucow
Hucow #214 volunteers for a life at the Hucow Ranch in order to protect her family. It has been ages since someone volunteered for the Hucow Ranch, and they plan to make a fortune on their new virgin's first televised breeding. 30,000 words.


The Lobotomized Hucow
Framed for a crime she didn't commit, Hucow #347 ends up in the hands of the man who thinks she killed his parents. When he finds out she's innocent, her handler performs a secret lobotomy on her to save her from suffering. Soon, she's the happiest cow the Ranch has ever seen. 12,000 words.


The Bull
Most men avoid jail time by sending their slaves to the Broodmare Farm. But what happens to the men with no one to sacrifice? A 7,000 word short story.


The Broodmare Farm
Sentenced to a three-year sentence at the Broodmare Farm, Carly is subject to multiple breedings as they attempt to impregnate her. A 9,000 word part one of a duet.


The Infertile Hucow
After being sentenced to a three-year stay at the Broodmare Farm, they send Carly to the Hucow Ranch to see if a permanent transformation into Hucow #418 will fix her infertility. When it doesn't work, will they find another purpose for this cow? Or will they put her down? A 9,000 word conclusion to the duet.


The Compliant Hucow
After her father angers the wrong man, the Hucow Ranch chooses Elsie for their new experimental compliance project. Hucow #499 will be the first attempt at mind control. A 8,000 word short story.


The First Cow
Go back to the beginnings of the Hucow Ranch with their very first cow. 9,000 words.


The Virgin Hucow
Determined to avoid the life her father has planned for her, Isabella commits a crime to get herself sent to the Ranch. 18,000 words.


The Prized Cow
When he hears the crimes Hucow #572 committed, freeing other women and taking them overseas where there is no slavery, the Foreman's son decides this cow deserves a special brand of punishment. 16,000 words.


The Hucow Ranch Duet
Combines the Volunteer Hucow and the Lobotomized Hucow into one book.


The Hucow Ranch Box Set: Vol. 3 - Vol. 5
The Bull, The Broodmare Farm, & The Infertile Hucow in one book.


The Hucow Ranch Box Set: Vol 6. – Vol. 9
The Compliant Hucow, The First Cow, The Virgin Hucow, and The Prized Cow in one book.


Also by Cheralee King


Standalones

Bound & Milked
After being found guilty of breast feeding rather than using formula, Ella has to serve as the town cow for the next eighteen months. A 43,000 word story.


Extra Credit: A College Professor/Student Bondage Erotica
Chloe Remington has been failing her Advanced Calculous class. Professor Newman agrees to help her pass. It just involves being bent over his desk. It quickly become Chloe's favorite part of the week. 5,000 words.

Pleasure Pointe

Pleasure Pointe–Take the vacation you deserve at our adults only all-inclusive resort. Whether you want to stay in our spacious rooms, the dungeons, the kennels, the stables, or our custom accommodations, we offer something for everyone and every kink you can imagine. For couples, groups, or solo travelers. Speak to one of our experience specialists and book your getaway today. 


Pleasure Pointe: a CNC Vacation
Part One
Simone Ellis has never been able to find what she's looking for, until she discovers Pleasure Pointe. 7,900 words.


Pleasure Pointe: a CNC Vacation Continued
Part Two
Pleasure Pointe is everything Simone has ever wanted and more. Axel is the man she's always needed. He takes her to new heights and lows, driving me to places she has never imagined. How on earth am is she ever going to go back to real life after this? 10,700 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Diapered in the Asylum
Callie Hayes has had a secret erotic fantasy for most of her life, involving a sex addiction and an orderly who keeps fucking her in secret. But what happens when he has her refuse all their attempts to help her? The Doctor has to find new ways to punish her. 39,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Kenneled
Sawyer blows her savings on a weekend at the resort with an elaborate roleplay involving a debt to be paid and a pet to be trained. 18,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Committed by the Mob Boss
Part One
Caitria has been living under a fake name for months, but her father's archenemy caught up to her, anyway. Now she's been committed to the care of a psychotic doctor and his orderlies as they teach her pleasure isn't something to enjoy, it's control. 24,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Committed by the Mob Boss
Part Two
What does Antonio Moretti have planned for her after group therapy? Caitria finds herself put into a diaper and dragged into the spotlight of his adult films. 29,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Under the Tree
As a special Christmas present, Annika's boyfriend has her wrapped up under the tree for everyone to enjoy. 41,000 words.


Pleasure Pointe: Committed by the Mob Boss Duet
Get part one and two in one volume.


Pleasure Pointe: Professor Knows Best
When she rejects her psychology professor one night after class, she has no idea the trouble she's about to find herself in. The next day, she's declared a danger to herself and others, and taken to a psychiatric hospital… under his care.


Pleasure Pointe: The New Star
When her boyfriend can't pay a debt, he gives her up to work it off. Next thing she knows, the cameras are rolling and she's performing alongside the hottest men she's ever met.

The Toy Factory

Three years ago, the Toy Factory opened its doors. Young adults can trade twenty years of sexual service for a lifetime of comfort. They have no say in their program selection, and if they are admitted, they may be assigned to anything from becoming a living doll to a trophy wife to a life as a Hucow.


The Toy Factory: The Office Hucow
Part One
Ejected from her foster home on her eighteenth birthday, Samantha heads straight for an Intake Center and finds herself living as a Hucow next to the water cooler. 7,000 words.


The Toy Factory: The Boardroom Hucow
Part Two
Bella easily adapts to her new life as the office pet, and soon the Boss is using her to close deals with prospective clients. 10,000 words.


The Toy Factory: The Doll
Desperate for a fresh start and a better future, Jynessa heads to the Toy Factory. She finds herself transformed into a living doll, complete with remote control. 60,000 Words.


The Breeding Hucow
Looking to escape an arranged marriage, Sylvia heads to the Toy Factory where she's selected for a custom order. Now she's a Hucow engineered to pump out offspring.

Heat Camp

A sanctioned facility for omegas without packs. One week. No permanent bonds. No claims that follow you home. Heat Camp doesn’t promise romance or forever—it promises management. And if you can afford the upgrades, it promises something more: the heat of your dreams.


Omega in Chains
Mika knows exactly what she wants—and what she doesn’t. Not silk. Not pillows. No soft nest. Leather. Chains. Restraints. And Alphas that like putting an Omega in her place. 53,000 words.


Shared by the Bikers
Kaylee has a secret fantasy for her heat. It involves a motorcycle club, leather, and a pack of alphas. And Heat Camp is going to deliver.


Bred by the Rival Alpha
Isabella has a fantasy she's always wanted, and Heat Camp is just the place. She's a princess, kidnapped by her father's rival. She's just a prize to humiliate her father—a princess to break, breed, and send back pregnant with enemy blood.


The Alpha Club
Wren gets what she's always wanted. She's the new omega house slave for a BDSM club and her heat is in full force.

The Fae Bargain Trilogy


Bound By Her True Name
Rowan makes a bargain and trades herself to the most powerful Fae in the Realm to save her beloved's life. The Princess has done the one thing everyone knows not to do, and now she's the plaything of a man who can walk through her mind like walking through a field.


Broken by His Command
She's falling further under his spell, and she's not hating it the way she should.


Bound by Her Desire
Fully under Thalanis's spell, she can't figure out what's wrong.
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